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(Continued from last week)
BYNOPSI|S!

CH&PT]E;I I~Boenriett,
or ol fortuse in the employ of the
mﬂ\ Imperind Polles st ths iul.bmnk
of the Franco-Prussion war, i prdered to
arvest Johin Buckhurst, o leador of the
Communists, who 14 suspectsd of having
ﬂnler; ’l.lur rl: ranch crown Jewaols,
seurching for Buckhurst
dared

to arrest Countess de Voassart and

bar group of soclullsly wid esoort it
W the Helglan bordoer.
CHAPTER 11-Searlott finds . 8ylvia

on of the Odoon dingulsed e n pens:
Anl and carrles hor to La Trappe, where
thy countess nnd Ler fricnds Bre Asped-

CHAPFTER II-All are srrestod.  The
countems maves Scarlett from s fats! tall
from the roof of the boune. He denvunies
Buckhurst as the Jender of the Rods and
the countons conducts him W where Buek-

mt s socretad

CHAPTRR [V—UGerman Uhlans descend
on the place and Huckhorit osespes dir-
lng the melen, Scurleit ls wounded,

CHAPTER V-Hs recovers conscloun-
nean in the countiss’ linms wt Morabronn,
whire he la eured for Ly the counless
A flerce battlp ‘ln fought In the steets
butween Fronch oud Prossian soldiers

CHAPTER V1-Bockhural professss e
pontoncd and relurts the orown Jewesls to
Searkett. He decinres he will give himself
ur to the authorities, Bearlote doults iy
mnoerily, Buckhursl urges the couptess
to go to Paradise,

CHAPTER VIl-Buokhurst sdmiits tiat
he reculves pay from tho Prussinos  for
Inforination which he does not give, He
securos puHsports to the Frenoh lines for
Bonrlatt  the countons and himaelt.

CHAPTHER VIII-Soarlott reports to the
secrel sarvice n Parle wnd finds Mornig
shadow of the emporor, I ohaties, e
depasits the orown jewels und Inter, wliei
making » detailod report, finds that pobibies
have Deen aubsrituted for the teal #tona
Bpeed, W comrnde In the nervies, wains
Bonrlett that Mornac n dangerons,  He
Al Informs hlin thute sl the government
treasiire s belng trageporicd o the colst
for shipment out of the country, Bears
lett and Bpesd emcupe to ‘oin a clreus.

CHAPTER IX—The circus arrives nt
lae where Scarivit secures & Moonise
from the mayor,

CHAPTER X—An onler I8 recalved bs
the mayar cudling the citizens o armi.

CHAPTER XI-Jiogueline, daughter of
the Lizard, offers tw joln the olreus to
give oxhibltions i the charsctor of a
marmaid.

'EAPT!R XIT-Scarlett moakes felonds
the Lisard,

CHAPTER XI1iI—Scarlott calls on the
countoss at her home in Paradise. Ho
finds Byivia Biven alio thore. He
the countoms han withdrawn from the so-
dallsts. They swear etornal friendship.

PTHR XIV—The Ligard learns for
through onoe Trio-Trae, thot Mor-
pac I8 head of w commumkatic consplracy.

@ing of Byfyis Hhven thronn s foie
o Yivia ren. L [} ow
performer namod Kelly,

CHAPTHR XVI-Ordors regumil the
Msure irains kre ohanged ovlnxn& the
ry of a plol at Lovient.

CHAPTHR XVIii-—Ordors nre recvived
for the expulsion of the afreus, Buakhurst
Appears in Paradise nnd secures recrults
ﬁf the red thag, Bearlett admita he I8
lovn with the countons,

CHAPTER XVITI—8carislt 1s (njured by
m cirous llons and taken to the homa of
Oftaitess,

CHAPTER XIX--Proparafions for the
wrocking of the e ol tredasure tratn
are discovered by Sourlett,

OHAPTRER XX-—8onrlott discovern Byl
vin Hlven ponding & memsage to the Prus-
mane. Ha sends warning of the plot to

the train and anke that a wirship
mcw to the port at onoe.

CHAPTER XXI.
Like Her Ancestors,

I loaned in the embrasure of the
southern window, gazing at my light-
od lanterns, which dangled from the
halyards at Baint-Yesel, The soldier
Rolland had s#o far kept hig word—
three red lnmps glimmered through a
driving mist; the white lanterns hung
above, faintly shining,

Full In the firelight of the room sat
the young countese, lost In reverie,
hands clusping the gilt arme of her
chair. At heor feot dozed Ange Pliou,

THE MAIDS OF

“I am afrald & story I have to tel! in |

not golng to bo very cheerful,” I said,
“and I am also afrald that | must ask
you to luten to It.”

Bhe met my eyos with composure,
leaned a Mttls townrd me, and walted.

And so, saitting thers In the tinted
glare, 1 told her of the death of Del-
mont and of Tavernler, and of Puck-
burst's share In the miserable work.

“Madame, | nm pulning youn,” 1 sald;
“but 1 am golng to cause ¥ou even
Ereater unhappiness.”

“Tell me what i | ehe
“lﬂ&hmh‘themdlwlth tightened
ps.

“Then | must tell you that It 15 nec-

"
]

“It 18 better that 1 do not tell you,

“Tell mo. It {8 my right to know.”
“Not now; later, if you insist.”
“This is dreadful” she muttered,
v » “I£1 did not know you, . . .
did not trust you so perfectly,
« trust you with all my heart!
- Oh, are you certain she must
t frightens ma; it s 80 stronge!

S
-

E;‘.. .

grown fond of her, ., . . And
now you say that eho must go. 1 can-
pot understand—1 cannot.’

|
|
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“What can I do? ghe asked, plie
pusgly,
“Stand by that window, Look ma-
dime, can you ses the lights ou the

an  American #semaphore?”

"Yu_‘ﬂ‘"
“Connt them aloud.”
She counted the white lights for me,

While | thén the red ones,
parlott {9 ors!

“Now.," I sald, “if thoso Hghts change
in number or color or position, come
Instantly to me. I shall be with
Mademolselle BElven In the litle ton
room. "

I left her in the shadow of the cur
tains, and passod through the room o
Sylvin's side. Bhe looked up quietls
from her ambroldery frame, then,
dropping the tinted silks und pondios
on the cloth, rose and walked boeside
me. When we entered the little tou.
room she passed on to the lounge and
seated horgell on the padded urin

“What I8 {7 she nsked,

"I am sorry to tell vouw," 1 uuld-
“sorry from my heart. You apoe not
very friendly to me, nnd that make:
It harder for me to say what I have to
HB)'-"

“What do you mean?’ ghe
guardedly,

“I mean that you eannot gtay here.'
I'sald. “And you know why."

"Will you explaln this fnsult?”
asked, bhotly,

“Yes. You are n German spy," o
sald, under my breath. “French Lrogpe
will land here tonight or Lomorrow,
[ went on calmly. “You will see how
dungerous your situption |4 eortuln
to bacome when Buckhurst ls taken
aud when it I8 understood what use
vou have made of the semaphore.’

8he winced, then stralghtoned and
hent her steady gaze on me. Her cour
age was admirable.

“lI thank you for telling me,” she
snid, slmply. "Have I n chanee to
rench the Spanlsh frontier?”

*I think you bave,” I replied. “Kelly
Eyre Is golng with you when—"

“Ha! No, no, he must not! Does
he know what | sm? Did he olfer to
go?" she asked, Incredulously,

“Muademolselle, he Insjste,”

Without turtiing het head ghe anid:
"Does he know that It may mean his
death?"

“He lns suffered worse for your
sake!™ | sald, hitterly.

“What?" she flashed out, confronting
me in an Instant

nalked,

ahe

“You must know that” I sanid—
“thirea yeare of Doll—prison—uiler
ruin! Do you dare deny you have

been lgnorant of this?"

For & space she slood there, strick
epeochlets; then, “Call him!" sl
eried. “Cnll him, I tall you' Hring
him here—1 want him here—boro be
fore us both!"

Eyre, passing the long stofle corrl
dor, looked up as I bockoned; and

He Reloaded His Revoiver,

when he entered the tearoom, Blyvig,
white us a ghost, met him face to fuve

"Monsleur,” she sald, harkhly, “why
did you not coma to that book stors?

He was allent, His (uce wos answer
anough—a terrible answer. .

“Monsieur Myre, speak to me! Is it
true? Did they—dld you nol know that
I made an error—thot I did go on Mog-
day at the same hour? They told me
at the usine that you had gone wway
—1 thought you had forgotlen—that
you did not care—"

“Cure!” he groaned, and bowed his
head, crushing her hands over his
face.

Then she broke down, breathless
with terror and grief,

I was not a spy then—truly 1 was
not, Kelly. There wus no harm in mo
—I only—only asked for the sketelas
becsuke—because—I cared for you. I
have them now; no soul save myself
has evar segn them."

Bho rpisad her head and fumbled in
her corsage with shaking fingers, and
drew from her bosom n packe! of pu
pers.

“Here are thy skatohes,” abe sobbod ;
“they bave cost you dear! Now louve
me—hate ma! Let them ¢otie und
take me—1 do pot want te lva any
more, Oh, what punishment on earth!*

‘Her was unondurnbla tv
the man who hed suffered through
her; be turned on me, quivering in
\evury llmb.

“him; the young countess stood in the

| hallway. brighteyed, but
| neking for me
’ “The red and white Hghts are gons,”
nhe sald. “Thers are four green lights
(on the tower and four blue lighta on
the halyards.”
L turned to Byre,

composed,

“This (8 Interest-
(ing” 1 sald, grimly. *1 set signale for
the Ferdelagnes to land (n  fores.
Somebody has changed them, You had
bettor pet ready to go."

Syl¥is had shrunk away from BEyre.
The countess looked at her blankly,
then at me,

"Madame,” | sald, “there {a little
enough of happiness In the world—so
liitle that when it comes it should be
walcomad, even by thoss who may not
ghare In IL"

And I bent nearer and whispered the
truth. X

“Sylvia!™  murmured the young
countess, Ineredulonsly. “A apy! And
she brings this—this shame on me!"

Sylvia turned, stunding unsteadily,
For n long time they looked ut sach
other it silence, thelr eves wet with
tonrs, Then Eyre lifted Sylvia's hand
and kissed It, and led her away, clos-
Ing the door behind

The countesy still stood in the cens
tir of the room, transfixed, rigid, star-
Ing through her tears at the closed
door, With a deep drawn breath she
stradghtened her shoulders; her head
drooped: she coverad her face with
claaped handy

“Whal have 1
brokenly

done?" she eried,
“what buve | done that this
shame should come upon me?

‘You have done pothing," 1 sald,
“neither for good nor evil In this
erigie. Hut Sylvia bhas; Bylvia the
Epy. That u man should give up his
ife for o friend 18 good; that & woman
wffars hers for her country 18 better.
She hus done her duty: the sacrifice
1§ w1 burning; 1 pray It muay spare
hor and spars him,"

The countoss looked at me scornful-
Iv. "I think that wae are not fitted to
understnnd each other.”

“It remalng,” T sxid, “for me to thank
You for your Kindness to us all, and tor
your generosity to me In my time of
nead It |8 quite useloss for
me lo dream of repaying it, . . . |
ohall never forget It . . . | ask
leave to make my adieux, madame"

8he flushed to her templos, but did
not answer.

As 1 stood looking at her, u vivid
flare of light fashed through the win-
dow belind me, erimsoning the walls,
playing over the oelling with an |p-
farnal rediance, At the same Instant
the gute outside crashed open, a hub-
bub of volgea swelled into » roar; then
the outer doors were flung back and a
fcore of men sprang foto the hallway,
soldlers with the red toreb-dight dane-
log on rifle burrels and bayonets,

And before them, revolver swinging
In hi¢ slender band, strode Buckhurat,
i red gash tied across his breast, his
colovless syes like diamonds.

Spoed and Juequeline came hurrying
through the hall to whers I stood;
Duekhurat'as smile was awful ps his
eyas Anshed from Speed to me,

Hehind him, elose to hia shoulder,
'the torel-light fell on Mornas's smooth,
falyn face, stretehed now Into a fero-
grimace; behind him erowded
the soldlers of the oommune, riflas
slung, craning thefr unshaven fnces
to coteh n gllmpoe of us,

“Buckhuorst," | sald, “what the devil
do yon mesn by thig foolery?” and [
started for him, shouldering my way
umong his groldsgue escort,

For an instant, 1 looked into his dead.
Iy #yes; then he sllently motloned me
back: a dogen bayonets wois levelod,
forcing me to rotire, inch by Inch,

The Countess de Vassart was al-
rendy in the hall, facing Buckhurst
with perfect composure.

He turned and addressed us, suave-
I¥, bowing with a horrid, mock defer-
anee to the countoss:

“In the name of the commune! The
chdevant Countess de Vassart I8 ac-
cused of sheltering the Individual Sear-
lott, Inte Inspector of Imperial police:
the individusl Speed, exdnspector of
Imperinl gondarmes; the [ndividunl
Hyre, under general susplelon; the
woman called 8ylvia Elven, a German
BpY. As war delegate of the com-
mune, I am bere to accuse!

"l neecuss the woman Sylvia Hlven
of communleation with Prussian
agents; of attompted corruption of
soldiers under my command. 1 accuse
the citoyenne Elina Tregourt, late
Iy known as the Countess de Vassart,
of aiding, encouraging and abetting
theso enemies of France!”

He waited until the short, fierce vell
of approval had died away, Then:

“Call the soldler Rolland!” he said.

My heart began to hammer In my
throut. "I believe It's golng hard with
us,"” 1 mutiered to Spead.

“Linten.” he motioned,

[ listened to the wretched ereature
Rolland while heg told what had hap-
pened at the semaphore.

“You say he bribed you?” asked
Buckhurst, gently. '

“Yos; I've sald It twenly times,
‘haven't It

“And you took the bribes?!’

The wreteh laughed outright,

"And you believe that yon deserve
well of the commune?” smiled Buck-
hinrst.

The soldler grinned snd opened his
mouth o unawer, and Buckhurst shot
him throug: the face; and, as he fell,
nliot Hilm again, standing wreathed 1o
the smoke of his own weapons.

“T think,” wald Buckhurst, in a pleas-
antly persuasive volee, "that there will
U6 no more bribery in this battallon.”
Ho dellberutely openad the smoking
weapon; the spent shells dropped one
by ong trom the eylinder, elinking on

the floor:
" he mused,

o oao

oun 1414

hend court decldes.
mmom!*

The countoss did not move

Spaod touched her arm; whe looken
up guietly, smiled, and steppod across
the threshold. Speed followed: Jue
queline slipped in beside hlm, and thon
I turned on Buckhurst, who had jusit
ordered his soldlars to surround the
houss outside,

He motloned toward the door with
leveled weapon, 1 turned and sntarad
the tearcom, and he locked the door
from the outside,

The countess, seated on the sofu,
looked up os I appeared. She was Lor
ribly pale, but she smiled as my huivy
oyese met hern,

“Is It to be farce or tragedy, mon-
slour?™ sho asked, without & tremor In
her clear voloe,

[ vould not have uttered & word to
fave my life. Speed, pacing the room
turned to read my face: and I think he
read it, for he stopped short In  Lis
tracks,

“Do they mean to shoot ws®" he
ugked, bluntly.

“Messiours,” gald the countess, with
& falnt emfle, “your whispors are no
compliment to my race. Pray honor
mo by plaln speaking. Aroe wo to die?"

Wao atood absolutely speschless be
fore her,

“Ah, Monsteur Searlett," she siid,

Go Into thut

grevely, “do you akio fall mo
al the end? You, too—even
you? Must I tell you that we

gf Trecourt fear nothing
world ™

“Are we to die?™ she asked

"Yes, madama.”

“Thank you," ahe said, softly. “Why
do you look at me so eadly, Monslour
Sonrlett? Truly, you must know fhat
my Iife hes been dong enough to pruve
Its uselossvess, 1 had rather die with
Jou than live without the friendubip
which I belevo—which 1 know—is
mine.  You ses I have nothing to re
Eret In g death that brings me to you
agaln, - Do you regrat ife?

"Not now,” 1 said.

"You are kind to say so. I belieye—

yes, 1 know that you truly care for ma,
. « Do you™

" g

“Then it will not be hard, . . .
Parhups not even very palnful”

The key turning In the door gtartled
uf. Buckhurst entered, and through
the hallway | esw hig dishovelled sal.
diers running, finging open doors,
tearing, trampling, plllaging, wrecking
everything 1o thelr path.

“Your buginesa will be pttended
In the garden at dawn,” ha obsorved,
blinking about the room, for the bright
Inmp lght dazgaled him.

The countess did not even glance up
R& the sentence was pronoutced: she
looked nt me and lald her left hand ou
mine, smiling, as though walting fror
the moment 1o resume an Interrupted
conversation.

He want awany, slamming and lock-
ing the door; and | heard Mornue comn.
plaining that the signals had gone oyt
on the semaphore and that thore wos
more threachery abrond,

"ot me a horse!" sald Buokhurst
“There are plenty of them in the
stables. Mornne, sou stay here; 1l
ride over to the semaphore.*

"Where aré you going?" demanded
Mornac's angry volee, “Do you expuect
me to stay her while yon sturt for
Paria ™

JYou have your orders,” esld Buck-
huret, menacingly. “Silence, you fool.
Uo you obey orders or not?"

Thelr volees receded. Speed spratig
to the door to listen, then rap back 1o
the window.

“Searlett," ho whispered, “thére are
the lights of & vessel at anchor off
Grolx"

I was beside him in an instant. “It'a
the crulser," 1 said, “Oh, Speed, for &
chance to signal!™

Jacquollne, standing beside Bpead,
sald gquietly: I could swim It Walt
Ralse the window a Hitle,”

She eautioualy unlocked the window
and peared out into the dark gurden,

“The oliff falle sheer from the wall
yonder,” she whispored. *1 shall ury
to drop, 1 learned much in the elreus,
I am not afrald, Speed. I shall drop
into the sen.

“To your death,” 1 sald.

“Posslbly, m'sleu, It ia a good death,
howsver. I ma not afrald.”

“Cloge the window,” muttered Spead.
"They'd shoot her from the wall, any-
wRY.II

Again the chlld gravely nsked por
rissfon to try.

“No,” sald Speed, harshly, and
turned away. But in that {nstant Jae
queline fung open the window and
vaulted into the garden, Defore |
could reallze what had bappened she
was & gllmmering epot In the dark
ness. Then Speed and 1 followed nor,
running swiftly toward the foot of the
garden, but we were too late; a slim,
white sliape rose from the top of the
will and leaped blindly out through
the ruddy torch glare fnto the bluck-
ness beyond.

I lovked at Speed. Ho stood wide
oyed, staring al vacancy.

“Could she do 1t7" I suked, harrified,

"God knows,” he whispered,

Then we crept back to the window,
whirre wa enterod In time to avold dig
covery by & wrolch who had succeed-
wd In mounting the wall, toreh in hand,

“Where 18 Juoqueline?” asked the
countess, looking anxlously at tha It
tle blua skirt on Fpaed's knoes, “Have
they harmed that child 7
1 told her.

A beautiful lght grew In her eyes
as she Hatened. “Did T not warn vou
that we Bretons know how to die?

in this

| Therw wors noinen ontaide our door,
w"}"‘ 3““93";"1 :

“voloes, € the s_and of

hoadd

6T hin supertor, repentea the | Rears, and T schrcely noticod it whan

order, cursing his men  cover tho | oup deor wis apened agaln,

(uaver in his voloe, Then somebody  enlled out our
"As for you," observed Buckhurst, | names’ w file of half-drunken soldiers

Blancing up at ue where we stood | prounded nrms in the pasangs way

fpeqohless together, “vou will b r vith o bang that brought us to our

Judged and senteneod when this drum

as Mornne, flushad with wine. e
tared unsteadily, déawn sword (n hand
“I'm dntmned If T stay hore any long.

or,” he broke out, nngrily "' soe
whethir my mscxls can't shoot stradgbt
oy wrehdizhe

The shuflling tredd of the lnsurgent
niintey ochoed noross the grave) eourt
ved ) torehes beliind  the willg wera

extingulihed; blackness envelopsd the
cliile
“Well,” broke out
Goodby, Scarlett.”
e neld out his hand,
"Gooddhy,” 1 sald, stunned,

Sipeed, honrsely,

Then he went 10 the countess and
oferad hls hand

Lo nocsorry for you" she  sald,
with a pullld snlle You hava mugh

live
londe ,I_\

for. Bt must nol feel
monsleur, you will be with us
wa shull by oloss to you,"

She turned Lo me, sod her hands fall
to hor slds

you

“Are you contentod ? ghe agked.
“Yes," | ankwWerad
[, too" sho sald, eweetly, and of-

Ber Waods, 1 held them
“You uny.” 1 whispered, “that
B not—Ilove, But you do not Bponlk
for me, 1 lovo you"

A bright blugh spread over brow and

LUK,

"Bo—It wie love—after all” she
#ald, under hor breath. “God be with
ua today—I love you'™

“Muareh!” ericd Mortae, as

goldlers took atation beside me,

Specd paised out firge: | followad ;
the countesy came behind me.

"Oourngs”™ | stammered, looking
back at hor a8 we stumbled out Into
the toreh-lt garden,

She smiled adorably. Her foref
thers bad mounted the gullloting emil-
e

A soldler drossed ke o Turce Ifted
& toreh and set It in the fower bed un
der tho wall, Mminating the Kpot
whore we were (0 stand. As this sol
dier turned tw como bnok 1 saw hig
fuos

‘Balah Ben-Ahmad!™l cried, hoarse-
ly. “Do Marnbouts do this butcher's
work 1"

Thy Turco
sLannped
“Salal

fitarord at me pa though

v
Bon

diggruced

Atimied §a &

*Twald)lnn ringing volos
i Hel™ he shouted, 18 Arabic
Ll 0 ingpectopr!  Hpoak!
' il ey teleked me? Are you
not Pru i
Sl stlenes!”  bawled Mor
I 'ureo, fall Inl  BPallin, 1 say!
What! You mengce me?™ he snarled,

cocking by revolver

Then o man darted out of the red
shadows of the torchHeght and fell up
Momao with a knife, and drogged
ihm doawn and rolled on bim, stabbing
him through and through, while (hoe
mutilptmd  wrelch  soreamed  and
seranwed untdl his soul strugeled out
through the fame-shot darkness and
v Inst dreadind abode
The Lizard rose, shaking his fapnt

on

flod 1

lendres; they rell upon Wimn, clubbing
and stabbing with stoek and bayvonet
but hi ng hiwsmoired and  sticks
blade, elvaring s élrele around him

And 1 think he could have cut his way
]

free hod not TrieTrao shot him n the
back of the hond

Then o frightiul tumult broke loose
Threa of the torghes wars linocked to
the greound and tramplod out a8 the

Inkurgante, douhly drunken with wine

and the taste of blood, seized me and
tried to force me ugalnst the wall:
but the Tuoroo, with his sheill, wolf-

ke battle yolp, attacked thom, sabor-
bavonot [n hnndi Spoad, had
wrested a4 rifle from o haltatupefied
rifllan. dnd now stood mt bay before
the countess; | gaw him wielding his
honvy woapot Hke a flall; then In tha
darknoss TrieTrie shot ot me, €0
closa that the powder fame scorchad
my leg. He dropped his rifle to spring
for my throat, knocking me flat, and,
crouching on me, strove to strangle
heard him whining with
‘tiesa while T iwlsted and writhed
ree my windpipe from his thin
fingers

At Inst 1 tore him from my body
ind struggled to my feet, He, too, was
on his legs with & bound, running,
doubling, dodging: and at his hoels |
saw n dopen snllors, broudaxes glit
ng, chasing him from tree to
shrub.

“Speed!™ 1 phouted—"the
from the For-delLance!"™

I hed pleked up & rifle with & bro-
kon bayonet; the countess, clasping
my left «rm; stood swaying i the
rifls smoke. eyes closed; and, when
& horrdd scroeching arome from the
deptha of the garden where thoy ware
destroying Trie-Trae, she fell to shnd-
dering, hiding her face on my shouls
der

Suddenly Spesd appeared, oarrying
& dremched Itte Aguvs, partly wrapped
in a sallor's ponjacket, 8ln lmbs
drooping, bine with oold,

“Put out that fira In thers,” he
sald, hoarsely; “we must got hor Into
bed,  Hurry, for God's sake, Scarlott!
There's nobody in the house!™

“Juequoline!  Inequellue! brave lit-

Lo,

me; and |

o

T
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sallora

e Bretonus,” murmured the oount

e58, bending forward and gethering
the unconscious child into her strong,
FOUDE arms.

A fresh company of salloms passed
on the double, rifles trailing, thelr of-
flcer aheuting encoursgement, And
a8 we eame In view of the semaphore,
I saw the signnl tower on fire from
baso to top, The marines fired stead-
fly from the windows above ud

They want the Red Terror!™ laughed
the sallors. “They shall bave [t!*

Binekened, seorched, almodt suffo-
eated, I staggerad back to ths tedroom,
whare the countess stood clasping Jac-
qusling, huddled In a blanket, and
smoothing the child's wet curls awny

very |

1

through the smoking hallway, up the
#talrs to my bedroom, and Inid her In
the hed,

The ehlld openod her eyves as ws
drow tha blankats,

"Whers & Speed 7 aho nsked, drenm-
iy,

A moment later he cimée in, and shs
tirned heor head langoidly and smd)sd

“Tuequaling! Jacqueling!™ he whis-
pered, bending clogse above her,

“T0o you love mo :“\lh"'l’:’"

AL Jacqueline,”  ha stammerad,
"more thun you cnn understand,”
L - # L . . .
Late thnt night the light cavalry

from Lorient rode lnta Paradise,

At
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dawn the colonel, established tn the

| mayory, from whence ita foollsh ocey-

1 A
. j‘-..-.

pant lad flwd, sent for S8peed and me,
and when we reported he drew from
his hi=wy dolman our commisslons, ro-
floring us bo rank and pay in the rogl-
ment de marehe whieh he commanded

Al gunrise [ad bade good-by to the
Sweelest womul on earth: at noon wa

wire miles 1o the westward riding
like demons oo Buekhurst's heuvy
trall

! am not aure that we

ngaln, though ones,

evar saw him
weeks Iater, Spead
und | and n donen hussars gave chase
o a mounted man pear St. Brieug,
ind that man might have been Bugk-

hurst.  Tlo 1ed va & msepiflcent chase
#in 1 tlte conut, whoere we rode
pliig o b covey of Prussinn Hus
Ry wore Manding on thole sads
Al 1 (L the telegraph
Wires witie thelr heavy, cueved salors.

That was one first and Inst sight of
the pnerny i alther Prosafis or oom-
munistic guise, thoweh In the long, ter
rible dava and nlghts of thut winter
of ‘71, when threo Fronch armies: frogs,
and the white death, not the Prus
#lans, ended all for Franoe: rnmors of

Lo uN

ingurreeLion o rom the atary-
ing eapltiul, and we heard of the red

fing 01 ot e HoteldeVille, and
the Fialng of the ‘earbinecrs under
Flourens; and some spoke of the lead

er of the Bsoreection and called him

John Buekhtmt

Then, for three blank, bitler months,
freeeing wnd Stey b iret reek
mont de  marche o rent Tusanrs
stood guurd | over the dine
monds of the grow I Froneoe

CHARPTER XXil,
The Secret.

The news of e gollupse of the
army of the Enst found our wroetehod
¥ clothed dod faturyed husears
U putroliol the ensd s ul Brest
rom Belalr to the Popt Tournant, and
ftom the bauks of the Elorn elear
nround the ruopnrts 1o Lunnion buy.
Fof theee me r IroOperd SCHTee
Iy laft tholr sddies, sxcopt 10 be Ly
ken (o the hohpital In Hecony rnes

aidienly the nkghtmare endod with
A elogrom, P had surrindaered

4] iral day of Murch, by papers
from London, we learned that the war
Wil wt oan oend, and that the prolimi
nary treuly of Sundny, the 20th, had
been slgned al Verzpbllog,

mme mall brourht to me an as
oler from Calro, o nusist
in reorgnnization and amscopl n
eommission iy the Egyptisn militisry

HEE Speet! and 1, shivering n ouar

rmeged unifor the barrack stov,
discussed the matter lonf ot
bread and n fow sardines, antll we fell
asleap I our g

When T awoke o the bluc)
howren [ knew that 1 sl Al the
ronming instinct In me was roased E
a nomad, had stuyed wo g In obe
stnleg plaee: 1 must bhe

Loave of absenoe, and [erndenion o
travel pending sctoptance of my
nation, | askod for and obiained before
the stabls trimpots wwoke
rade from his heavy slumber by
birrack gtove,

speed awoke with the trompets nnd
stared sl me w I knelt hefore the
stove in my eivilian eluthes, sirapping
up my little paeliot,

"OhM he sald, briefly, “1 knew you
were going.”

"So did 1L, 1 roplied. Wil you ride
to Trecoutrt with me? [ have two
waeks' permisslon for you,™

We bolted olr bremkfast of sodp and
binck bread, und bawled for our harse 8,
Almost erazed with impatlence, oow
that the moment had come at last.

Fur ahend we caught glight of the
snioke of n locomotive,

“Landernean]" gagped Spoed. “Ride
hard, Scarlettt"

The atntion mezler saw s and halt.
ed the moving traly at a frantie signal
fromn 8pend, whose uniform was to be
revkoned with by il dtstion masterd,
and ten minutes lutor we stood swaye
ing In o eattle eur, huddled close to
our horses 10 keap warm, while the
locomotive tore enstward, whistling
frantioally, and an ooent of black
smoke poured pust, swarming with
sparky.

At Quimperle sjome gendarmes atded
ua o disninbark our horses, and a suly
officer rowpoctfylly offered us hospl
By 8 the baracks seross ioe

VR :

aver i

gy chufis
morning

moving on
reeig
Liend i1
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